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Anaesthetic 
for David McCooey 
Valium-nice, this business of death, 
this chemical smile 
that floats my body, bundled in snow and hay, 
above a hospital tray, 
where flesh and time take wing like sin, 
and I become 
this white light and space, 
pure, nothing. 
Is this what they waited for, 
those god-heavy trolls, 
with their big hands and brown eyes, 
as they crouched 
with their mercury liquor under dank stone bridges, 
year after year, 
in summer grass and winter sludge, until they 
drowned themselves there: 
my great uncle, whose leg was shot off among 
the mottled birch 
where Soviet tanks and silent Finnish gunmen played at chess 
in the snow; 
my youngest uncle, who stole from his old mother to slake 
his darkling thirst; 
and my eldest cousin, who died only months ago, leaving 
a drunk ex-wife and a son with myopia? 
{188} 
Is this what I wanted during those leaden times, 
when with every mouthful 
I swallowed the burning world, offering myself to 
the execution and release 
of an earth-bound history, and is it 
what I am given now 
only because I am godless (except for you) 
and happy? 
Meanwhile, Egyptian morticians manage my corpse 
for resurrection. 
I wake to the human condition 
- mine anyway -
heavy as a hangover, but faithful to the miracles 
of science, 
so much kinder than religion, and to your imminent 
and hallowed coming. 
Maria Takolander 
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